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Eleven 


This is Dek Unu Magazine. In Esperanto, dek unu means "eleven." Eleven images from a single 
artist. Eleven artists in eleven solo issues in each publication year. Dek Unu publishes the work of a 
new artist-photographer in each issue. The artist's work and words are featured in individual focus 
as the sole purpose for each issue of the magazine. Unlike other arts and letters magazines which 
might look for work from a variety of artists to support an editorial staff's theme, at Dek Unu, theme 
and imagery are always each artist's own. 


This Month 


Israeli multi-disciplinary artist Yechiam Gal’s semi-autobiographical, cartoon-like 
book, The Legend of the Goldbergers, is an astonishing adventure in visual and 
literary storytelling. It is a memoir, but a memoir in which Gal says he allows himself 
“extravagant fabrications” — an accurate, but entirely inadequate description for 
the excursion into fantasy that the work requires. In both the images and the 
narrative, hugely disparate parts are blended together in bursts of color, 
confusion, and connections. Gal the writer and Gal the image maker leave the 
straight edges of reality far behind in favor of myth and mystery. 


Various generations of Goldbergers live a blatantly incredible history, in a 
thoroughly scrambled geography. It’s as if decks of concepts (ancient Greece, 
contemporary New York, the future, outer space, power, combat, love, death, 
exotic spices, livestock, innocent bystanders, and much more) have been shuffled 
and reassembled into a non-linear, entirely new, reality. Goldberger the Bedouin 
Conquistador and King Goldberger the 13th appear alongside Abishag, the 
seductress, Carbone the Famous, and Scott the Linebacker from Coxsackie. 
Images of Goldberger (the mermaid, the evangelist, the knight, the king, and 
various half-naked women) appear against city skylines, deserts, and seascape 
backgrounds. A viewer and reader’s survival instinct might try to make sense of all 
this, but the best response is to enjoy the flight, zoom in, dig the details, zoom out, 
and admire Yechiam Gal’s demonstration of the enormous power of imagination. 


As Isaac Bashevis Singer’s Gimpel the Fool says, “No doubt the world is entirely an 
imaginary world, but it is only once removed from the true world.” 


Family portrait of the members of the royal court of the Kingdom 
of the Goldbergers on Uranus, date unknown. 


The Goldbergers Court 


Yechiam the Great, a man without boundaries, a subversive demagogue, was 
notorious for his compulsive appetite for alcohol, cigarettes, women, and outra- 
geous projects. To name just one of them, there is the time when he built 
Yechiamasburg, the city of the deceased dragons on Omega Herculis, at the cost 
of a few million poor souls who went down in the Dipper for Liquid, which is part 
of the Heavenly Market Enclosure, visible during late summer and early autumn 
in the Northern Hemisphere. 


He was the dirty old man of popular Uranus culture; his despicable, taboo-shat- 
tering fabrications made him an icon on corrupt Venus, but only a sect celebrity 
in the outskirts of some neighborhoods on cheapskate Mars, where his lone hit 
"Je... blablabla” (or in simple English “Go fuck yourself"), with steamy lyrics and ex- 
plicit heavy breathing, drove the native Jupiterians crazy. No wonder he was both 
maligned and lionized for his horrifying deportment. Having disclosed the afore- 
mentioned, everything else about him was unexceptional, beginning with his 
height, about 5 feet 9 inches when he sported his new boots. Let alone his pro- 
digious weight, which used to be over 200 pounds; but then he lost 42.3 pounds, 
a move that made him the ultimate mediocrity. 


This conduct by the clown angered Uranus’ population, in toto; they knew he 
made a forbidden blunder. He could not really sing, and dancing was out of the 
question; his writing was impossible, and obviously he could not jump, so his 
bald head that shone above the known atmosphere was the only inimitable sin- 
gular quality he possessed. Or, as Susan tells us, “This Goldberger the Bedouin 
Conquistador is a very quixotic individual who brings with him the wrath of the 
gods.” 


It is unknown for how long he ruled Uranus, if at all. Even so, he remained an impo- 
sing and controversial figure. However, the fact is, he is the only one to keep the 
story of the Legend of the Goldbergers alive. 


Goldberger on the Throne 
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The year was 6X11 of the Secular Calendar; | was back home at Triton, exhausted 
by the long ride from Planet Earth. We had to take the long way to Uranus. We 
were trying to avoid the effects of the Third Destruction of Planet Earth, which 
weakened the gravitational attraction of our Galaxy and released cosmic gases 
and dust into the system covering Pluto. It was the idea of Zelig the Man of 
Wisdom to take the long route; | trusted him. We were on the way to Neptune 
with the hope of landing safely on Triton. Obviously, we made it here. Now, one 
hundred years later, | am 609 years old, writing my memories of that journey. 


Escaping Planet Earth 


The story of Asunta (who later became the wife of the king) is recorded in the 
book, The Legend of the Goldbergers, a great book, where it is said, in Chapter 18, 
Verse 20, that Asunta loved Yechiamus. It does not indicate whether this was 
reciprocated. It is told that she chose the welfare of Yechiamus over the wishes 
of her father, King Goldberger X. When Goldberger X's messengers were search- 
ing for Yechiamus (the son of a bitch was fooling around with Asunta, of course) 
in order to kill him, Asunta sent them away while pretending he was ill (she was 
a liar) and laid up in bed. She let Yechiamus down through a window and hid 
mezuzahs in his bed as a ruse. J. H.Yuval Goldberger, a well known secret agent 
of the court of the Goldbergers, points out in his dossier that although she risked 
her life in helping Yechiamus after he left the court, he made no attempt, after- 
ward, to contact her (that son of a bitch). Yuval Goldberger also mentions that 
there was evidence proving Yechiamus' cell phone was working, though that's 
not what a Goldberger would usually do, and what was needed was a fully inde- 
pendent investigative committee, which never took place. Meanwhile, Yechiamus 
was hiding for his life in the cave of Neptune... 


The King’s Wife 


Goldberger the III always delighted in observing that others thought he was 
nothing more than a specimen of bad and shocking behavior. To sustain this 
reputation, he continued his experiments pouring on and smearing himself with 
perfumed oil, milk, water, melted butter, or other substances, trying to perfect 
his status as a saint. He was sure that the ceaseless repetition of these exercises 
would develop into a ritual, a ritual that would be seized by the masses and 
designate him as the most celebrated, admired, lionized, established leader of 
all time. 


He spent hours training; he hired a professional, attending Westchester Conser- 
vatory, to hone his voice to a sleazy and seductive state in order to entice the 
young ladies to his camp. All he got was a lousy, lumpy, rusty, husky, rasping 
voice that drove mothers on the planet to hide their infants out of fear for their 
well-being, all because of the horrible sound. | remember Zelig telling me how 
exhilarated he was to hear the lechery virtually dripping from Goldberger the III's 
voice, to the point of vomiting, but that was Zelig. Anyway, all the young ladies 
of planet Mars went gaga over him. 


He died on Father's Day, a total collapse. He liked to say “Fatalis,” it sounded 
French to him. Sudden cardiac arrest that came out of nowhere, if nowhere is a 
place. Allies and enemies alike were in disbelief, astonishment, amazement, sur- 
prise, but this calamity of his should have been expected. They registered official 
complaints about the event to Nobody, with no reaction. All of that happened 
after he appeared in a handful of unimportant features that no one remembers. 


Well, this Goldberger was furious (no surprise). He did not like the fact that his 
death was totally ignored, with the exception of a local TV station that did a short, 
insignificant item about his death. So he came back. He knew his return would 

be the Mother of All Returns; the legend would be back: “I am mighty Goldberger!” 


The King 
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|, King Goldberger XIII, open my eyes to a beautiful morning. The sun is just about 
rising from the east over the Hudson River beyond Olana. | am looking down on 
the Rip Van Winkle Bridge, which glows a luxurious deep bluish red velvet color 
that, with a wind of 2 miles per hour, is like a wonderful warm fragranced facial 
towel on a cross Atlantic Ocean fancy airline flight to nowhere. Out to the market 

| go, to downtown Yechiamusburg City, to smell all the amazing aromas that the 
breathtaking open market can offer: coriander, turmeric, allspice, cinnamon, fenu- 
greek, harissa, malaha, heeya, lahma, tagine, mrouzia, ajwan seeds, adveih, ratin 
jot, suwa, hing, lal mirch, and of course, the very famous, the unbelievable, the 
one and only red and green zhug sahawiq skhug, not to be confused with khug. 


| stop at Rachmo Restaurant for a fabulous hummus with falafel for breakfast and 
finish with a great cup of coffee with hel. | am as happy as a clam. As | step out 
onto the corner of Bridge Street and Main, | see Abishag. Abishag is a young 
woman of Shunem, distinguished for her beauty. She was chosen to be a helper 
and servant to the King (that’s me) in his old age. Among Abishag's duties was 
to lie next to the King and keep him warm. However, | did not have sexual rela- 
tions with her. That's what they tell everybody; you know what | mean! 


|, Goldberger the XIII, have good remembrances of her from the time | spent with 
her on the road to Neptune; and my best friend Pedro Américo de Figueiredo e 
Melo gave me a gift of his painting of her in appreciation for my bravery in saving 
the rain forests of Brazil after defeating King Victor Emmanuel II of Sardinia in 
the Battle of Nothing. (More to come on this.) 


The Seduction of Goldberger 


OK, does this make any sense? Maybe not (absolutely not), but on the other hand, 

| will make the case for it. Yes, you can laugh, you can all laugh, but still, think of 
all the people in the room. Think of all the good people on Uranus — they believe 
my stories, the stories of Yechiamus Goldbergerus, the greatest story teller of all 
time. What time? 4:15 PM, Central Time. And | must add: remember, they did not, 
| repeat myself, did not vote for him. If you ask what happened, why this hand- 
some guy was in so much trouble, well, how about all the money the crook stole. 
How about his money laundering organization supported by my half-brother 
Rabbi Meir Greenberg? What about all the people he screwed and grabbed? 


So, after World War 0.0.13, a small group of villagers from Catskill Uranus, (the 
place to which King Yechiamus XII] escaped — everybody was after him), wanted 
to establish a colony, a digital colony. That's absolutely absurd. But you know, 
they were Catskillians; there is nothing you can do to change their minds. 


They approached the local bar owner, Noam the Quiet Man Goldberger XI, a 
simple man just like myself (an MF who likes to write poetry, take photos, and 
who loves beautiful women and maybe some other things, who only wants to be 
left alone to do his job — whatever the fuck that was, nobody knew, but it was 
probably total bullshit), to lead them on the quest for the new digital colony of 
The Great Catskill. Noam Goldberger XI knew practically nothing, his only skill 
was selling booze to the locals, so he did nothing. But rumors started to spread 
that he was a rebel and he became a target of Goldberger harassment, as the 
locals tried to locate a particular loyalist upon whom to lay the blame (maybe 
Carbone the Famous?). Meanwhile, an anonymous source pushed back. That 
started another war, the War of the Innocence — | have referred to it before — 
and that was while his royal highness King Yechiamus XIII struggled to put the 
war, World War 0.0.13, behind him as his corrupt Party tried to flush out the 
Catskillian Pétain Philippe loyalists. 


Je Bla Bla Bla 


A true poem 


Castrated man, it was Sunday when you died. 

Remember? 

About 9:30 AM, maybe earlier, 

we came to take you, castrated man. 

And let us tell you, you big bag of nothing lying on an asphalt road, dead, 
there was nothing nice or pretty about it. 

You were just an ugly dead body, 

and you know death is not about beauty or some other exotic stuff. 

But you, freaking Goldberger, you kept the fire of your spirit. 

You surrounded yourself with orange sunrise, fire soul, like the sunrise 
at Labuan Bajo. 

And you came back. 

Shooting your brain over all we know. 


Memorandum of Death 


at 
Uaybe eailler, — 


Pated man. 


bag of nothing 


Youlusere just arbualy dead body, 


and you know. death is not chowk beauty 


SUNLSE, 


Pajo 


Our siloes are filled with grain, our wineries filled with wine, our houses are 
filled with babies' exuberant sounds, our hearts are filled with joy and we 
happily dance all night. 

We are the Goldbergers. 

(The last line should be sung twice) 


The Final Dance 


| remember the tombstone maker Goldberger. In 1996 he was already dead but 
in 1935 when Aunt Yona brought the laundry from her balcony on the third floor 
of the building where she lived in the Romema neighborhood and as she (Aunt 
Yona) was carrying a heavy basket full of laundry and was out of breath she was 
stopped by Zelda the matchmaker who lives on the second floor and her son is 
lame and she asked her, “What do the letters on the gravestone ‘T.N.C.B.H.’ 
mean?” And Aunt Yona told her, “I have no idea, for a question like that you 
need to ask the great Rabbi Zebulon Goldberger,” who was the father of 
Moshe Aharon Goldberger who was the principal of a girls’ school in the Geula 
neighborhood, and that Zebulon who was great in the Torah, knew everything 
and if he didn’t he will make up a story in a moment, and he said to Zelda and 
her lame son that stood by her side, “May his soul be bound in the bundle of life,” 
and added in Yiddish — 


Ir zent woty in de ass 
(You are a pain in the ass) 


Eribergewesen di gelt di loft 
(Throwing the money through the air) 


and his helper Hasan like a mountain echo said “AMEN!” 


The King Is Dead 


The Unfinished Conclusion 


The Battle of the Goldbergers of Upstate Chaeronea, which took place along the 
Hudson River near Catskill and Jerusalem, was fought in 338x69G BCFDU and is 
known as the Battle of Chaeronea in some history books which nobody reads. It 
began in the city of Yechiamusburg, capitol of Uranus, which is on the west side 
of the river, across from Poughkeepsie and two miles south of Windham. The 
Battle was between the forces of Alexander Goldberger II of Catskillcedon, the 
most modern ancient kingdom, and an alliance of some of the nearby Galaxy city- 
States, including Venus, Athens, Austerlitz, and Pluto. The fighting, from 33969 — 
33869 BCFD, culminated in the creation of Lalaland and resulted in a decisive 
victory for the Holy Grail Catskillcedonians. 


Philip Goldberger, the Fat Marshmallow Yechiamus, had brought peace to a war- 
torn Graceland in 346X9 BC by ending the Third Sacred War and concluded his 
ten hundred-year conflict with Athens and Catskill for supremacy in the north 
Aegean Sea and the open fields of Columbia, by making a separate peace. Philip 
Goldberger’s much-expanded kingdom, powerful army and plentiful resources 
now made him the de facto leader of Uranus-Lalas. To many of the fiercely inde- 
pendent Uranus-Lalas city-states, his power after 346X9 BC was perceived as a 
threat to their liberty, especially in Catskill, where politicians such as Demosthenes 
Josephus Goldberger, Josephus Flavius, and Y. Gal, who arrived not long before 
from Kalaureia, led efforts to break away from Goldberger’s influence. In 34069X BC, 
Demosthenes convinced the Catskillcedonian assembly to sanction action against 
Philip's territories and to ally with Hudson Byzantium, which was being besieged 
by Philip. These actions were against the terms of their treaty oaths and amounted 
to a declaration of war. 


In the summer of 33969696969696 BCX, Philip led his army into Uranus-Lalas 
over the Rip Van Winkle Bridge, prompting the formation of an alliance of Uranus 


States opposed to him, led by Catskillcedonians and the Scott the Linebacker from 
Coxsackie, AKA Seven against Thebes. After several months of stalemate, Goldberger 
finally advanced into Coxsackie in an attempt to march on Catskill and Athens. 


Opposing him, and blocking the road near Coxsackie, was the allied Uranus army, 
similar in size, and occupying a strong position. Details of the ensuing battle are 
scarce, but after a long fight, the Athenians, led by Carbone the Colorist, a highly 
influential Athenian orator, were crushed by both flanks of the Goldberger hoards, 
which then dissolved into a rout. Carbone went on to write accounts of the 
Athenians’ subjugation in his memoirs, philippics, and olynthiacs. 


The battle has been described as one of the most decisive of the outer world. The 
forces of Athens and Catskill were destroyed, and continued resistance was impos- 
sible; the war therefore came to an abrupt end. Goldberger was able to impose a 
settlement upon Greene Uranus County, which all states accepted, with the ex- 
ception of Hudson. The League of Corinth, formed as a result, made all particip- 
ants allies of Colombia County and each other, with King Goldberger Eteocles as 
the guarantor of the peace. In return, Goldberger the Great was appointed as the 
General of the Seven Gates Strategies and was the mastermind behind a Pan- 
Uranus-Hellenic war against the Pluto Persian Empire, which he had long planned. 
However, before he was able to take charge of the campaign, Goldberger the 
Great, aka Eugene, was assassinated and the kingdom of North Darata and the 
responsibility for the war with Jblablabla passed instead to his son Alexander 

the not-so-great Goldberger the Dream Maker. 


And this is the end. 


Thus Spoke Goldberger 


Artist Interview - Yechiam Gal 


Welcome, Yechiam! You are a New Yorker now, but that's far 
from where you started. Take us back to the beginning? 


Yechiam Goldberger (later Gal) was born in Jerusalem, Israel, in 
1949 into a semi-orthodox Zionist family. The neighborhood I grew 
up in was religious, working-class, there was no luxury and, as in 
many neighborhoods of this kind, there were problems. My 
elementary school was a boys-only semi-orthodox school. When I 
was 10, my parents moved to a different, somewhat better, 
neighborhood with a coeducational school, but I didn't know how 
to be accepted socially and I made a lot of poor judgments. 


Self-portrait 


My parents didn't know exactly how to deal with the situation, but 
decided that a kibbutz might be good for me. Initially, it was very 
difficult. I was a young boy of 13 and it was the first time my 
parents were not around. It took a lot of effort from me to adjust. 
Fortunately, kibbutz society was very open and warm, very social, 
and it didn't take long for me to become an integral part of the 
group. Kibbutz Gevat was my new home and, ultimately, the 
impact on me of kibbutz life was very significant. 


Most people know the word "kibbutz" but little else. What should 
we know to understand the transformation you went through? 


The kibbutz has been given different conceptual and legal 
definitions, one of which is “Settlement Association,” meaning it is 


an autonomous settlement that maintains a cooperative society of 
its members, organized on the basis of common ownership of 
property, and its goals are self-employment, equality, and sharing 
in all areas of production, consumption, and education. The first 
founders of the kibbutz movement based ideas about education 
and social life on ancient Sparta. There were three kibbutz 
movements at the beginning of the revival in the Land of Israel. 
Gevat was part of Ahdut HaAvoda or ‘Labour Unity’ United 
Kibbutz Movement which was secular, though members were very 
devoted to the idea of communal life, social equality, and 
democracy, often with a zealousness that amounted to cult-like 
devotion, albeit without worship of God. 


From the moment I was accepted as one of the group, life in the 
kibbutz was full. In the 1960s, living in a kibbutz was living in a 
closed bubble that provided a safe environment free from the 
burdens of the hard day-to-day efforts of life; and that was true for 
all members of the group. For me it was a time of growth and 
development, culturally, socially, and politically. I can say that the 
kibbutz led me on a path of realizing the potential that may have 
been hidden in me, changing every aspect of my life. The influence 
of this notion of collective existence formed the basis of my 
thinking throughout my life. 


Israel requires national military service for both men and women. 
You selected a difficult military specialty at a historic moment. 


From the beginning, members of the kibbutzim served in key roles 
in Israel's leadership and defense, providing many recruits for 
combat units, pilots, and a high percentage of commanders relative 
to the number of kibbutz members in the population. I became a 
captain in the Paratrooper Unit. To a youngster from a kibbutz, the 
responsibility of serving in the army is an integral part of your 
identity. The entire social structure of the kibbutz - giving, serving, 
volunteering — leads kibbutzniks to feel that they must do the best 
they can to serve their country. And I was no different. I will say 
that the most important change in my vision and ideas actually 
happened after the Yom Kippur War. My experiences in the war 
moved me farther left of the political map than I had been before. I 
became an activist with the Peace Now movement. 


You changed academic targets from medicine to philosophy and 
joined a group of writers. A big change, what’s the story? 


After the Yom Kippur War, everything changed for me. I didn't go 
back to medical school; I was not doing anything for quite some 
time, trying to process what I went through. | think I suffered post- 
war trauma without knowing it. Albert Camus wrote, "The 
realization that life is absurd cannot be an end, but only a 
beginning." Camus’ observation, at that time, made so much sense 
to me. I can say that all the drastic alterations of myself shaped my 
creative identity; absurdity is embedded in my work. 


And This Is Where | Grew Up! 


I bought myself a camera, started to look at and examine people. 
But the questions that I was concerned with after the war drove 
me to study philosophy to see if I could get answers. Well, I 
learned a lot during that time. I have a long list of favorite 
philosophers, but I didn't get any practical answers to my 
questions. At the same time, I wanted to write. I knew I could not 
write fiction so I decided to try poetry, which I loved from my time 
growing up in the kibbutz. I was lucky that Yehuda Amichai gave 
creative writing classes at The Writers’ House in Jerusalem, so I 
joined. 

How did you come to add visual art to the mix? 


As I pursued my studies in philosophy and poetry, I became 
interested in cinema and continued my photo odyssey, looking for 


a way to make some kind of connection among all these factors. I 
realized I was neither a painter, nor a writer, so how might I 
express the stories that were going through my head? I decided I 
needed to learn to master the medium. At one point I applied to 
study industrial design at Bezalel Academy of Arts, where my 
girlfriend was studying, but I was rejected. 


I ended up at Hadassah College where I came to study photography 
and animation. Not an art school, Hadassah was actually an 
institute of technical training for a market that was looking for 
professionals in very specific fields. The study of animation was 
very, very technical and basic. Although I was there to study 
composition and aesthetics, their primary focus was on courses like 
chemistry, physics, optics, and, of course, serious laboratory work. 
Later in my professional career, I realized that what I received at 
Hadassah College was very significant. I came away with a deep 
appreciation of the various relationships between light, optics, and 
chemistry. It was a very interesting experience. In fact, my 
command of animation was gained, later on, through my work at 
the Israeli Broadcasting Authority. 


How did you get into TV production? 


After college, I did a number of commercial jobs in the market in 
Jerusalem. It really didn't interest me and I decided it wasn't for 
me. I decided to go to the Israeli Broadcasting Authority (IBA) 
which was in Jerusalem to inquire into work there. At that time 
television was still in its infancy. It was during the ‘70s, and the TV 
station was very young with a collection of extraordinary people. 
There was only one station in Israel at that time; it was 
independent, though supported by the government, so there were 
no advertisements and no commitments to non-creative entities. 
The head of the film department, Micha Fenn, who himself was an 
excellent stills photographer, told me, “Okay, you can be a 
cameramen’s assistant.” I shot a lot of 35mm stills, abstract color 
images, and had a nice show in Tel Aviv. 


Later on, they came to me with an offer to move to the graphics 
department and help promote animation photography at the station. 


The graphics department was a collection of artists who were 
exceptionally talented; and I formed close relationships with my 
colleagues in the department, something that in the perspective of 
time greatly influenced me and my creative ability. The 
atmosphere was free and open in terms of creativity and I took 
advantage of the opportunity, trying different things within the 
department. I was the only one in the building who had a Bolex 
camera capable of shooting frame by frame, and I would make 
short video animations using this method, which really helped me 
understand the cinematic language in all its components. 


You made some big changes, left Israel, next stop — New York. 


I must point out that during this period I was both married and 
divorced. I also found, through my work in television, that 
directing and working with a large group of people was not exactly 
my field. I realized that I needed to find another way to tell my 
stories and then the camera became my useful tool. After the 
divorce, I did some thinking and decided to study photography in 
New York, and that's how I ended up at the School of Visual Arts. 


Chaos in Yechiamusburg City 


SVA must have been quite different from Hadassah. 


I was able to obtain the entire artistic side of creating art at the 
School of Visual Arts in New York. Not only did I meet the person 
who would be my life partner and the mother of my children, but 
it was also an intellectual exposure via unmediated encounters that 


can only occur in New York. During my studies, I was just in the 
streets and J took pictures non-stop. I thought about all those great 
photographers who walked the streets and took pictures. I used to 
collect photography books and try to be influenced and learn from 
other photographers. The photographers who really moved me 
were those who had the emotional ability, the moral commitment, 
and a deep understanding of the tools they used, and who told a 
human story that is beyond the political. For example: Eugene 
Smith, Eugene Richard, Robert Capa, Haim Seymour, Robert 
Doisneau, Josef Koudelka, Francesca Woodman, and Irving Penn. 
This is just a short list. 


Then, back to Israel, right? And more turns in the road? 


After school in New York, I returned to Israel with my wife and 
child; and in Israel, I could say I did a lot of things. I taught at 
several art institutions, worked for a large number of newspapers 
and magazines in Israel and in Europe, and I opened an agency for 
news photography in Jerusalem, an agency that employed three 
photographers. 


Early in your pro career, was there a project, early on, that 
“worked" for you? One you'd call a winner? 


I remember in particular the first story I did when I returned from 
New York to Israel and started working as a photojournalist. It was 
about a neighborhood in front of the walls of the Old City of 
Jerusalem that was slated for demolition because its location was 
very attractive to entrepreneurs. It was a story that moved me, 
especially because it gave me the opportunity to connect with the 
people who had to evacuate their homes, homes in which they 
lived for many years. It was a story wherein converged the social, 
human, and political. That story was my first double spread in 
Eyton ha’Ir, one of the newspapers for which I worked at the time. 


You didn't care for commercial work. How was newspaper 
photography different? 


I was very lucky. I think a number of newspaper editors really 
liked my style of photography. I would use extremely wide lenses 
and get physically very close to my subjects. I was given a free hand 


by the editor of a newspaper called Kol Yerushalayim to do what I 
wanted, and every story I brought was published on two pages in 
the center of the magazine. I walked the length and breadth of 
Jerusalem documenting people, places, neighborhoods. I would 
say, that in a certain way, I touched life. So it was a very creative 
and satisfying period. 


However, at that time in Israel, the First Intifada began, and I 
suddenly found myself a war photographer. It was a very difficult 
period mentally and emotionally. I would return at night from 
difficult assignments after witnessing horrors in a conflict that I 
didn’t want to be a part of, but was. It was really heavy for me, I 
needed an outlet. At that point, very intuitively, I would take one of 
my cameras, a six-by-six format, put it on a tripod for long 
exposures and, when the shutter was still open, I would grab the 
camera and, with frenetic movements, train it on various objects 
in the apartment, including my wife and children. I call a portfolio 
from that time, "Memories of the Holy Land." 


So, within a year, you returned to New York. Was life any easier? 


In 1988 I got up, folded the house in Jerusalem, and returned to 
New York. To this day, I don't know why. Nobody was waiting for 
me in New York. I had to start from the beginning, I was an 
immigrant. I started working for a scam studio that created 
portfolios for models. It was a gray period, humiliating, with a lot 
of pressure. I would take the train every morning from White 
Plains, where I lived, to the studio in Manhattan and write 
obsessively, write very darkly. From this period I have created one 
of my favorite books. I call it “In the Shadow of the Dream.” 


Around that time, I renewed my relationship with Philip Perkis who 
taught at Pratt Institute. He created an opportunity for me to teach in a 
new discipline recently instituted in Pratt’s Foundation Department, 
“Design in the Fourth Dimension.” For me, it was a gift from heaven, a 
gift that changed my entire creative approach. I started teaching 
software; I started messing with movement, digital video cameras, non- 
linear editing, everything I needed to tell stories. I became a full 
professor at Pratt where I have taught for nearly 30 years. 


What was the change to digital like for you? Rapid? Regretful? 
Is there any darkroom processing in your work these days? 


During my journalistic period in New York, the editors of the 
European magazines with which I worked hinted that, if I didn't 
change my analog camera bag to a digital one, they probably 
wouldn't be able to provide me with assignments. So overnight I 
became a digital photographer, with everything that implies. The 
transition to digital photography gave me an immediate 
opportunity for a very fundamental change in my ability to tell 
visual stories, and this is actually where the path toward “The 
Legend of the Goldbergers” began. I am completely digital now. 


Big Head Goldberger 


Social media are admired and reviled. Any use for Facebook, 
Instagram, etc. in your practice? 


When social networks on the Internet became popular, I joined 
and became a part of them. And through them I reestablished 
contact with many people from my past, some of whom had 
searched for me for years. I use those platforms in more than one 
way; obviously, to connect with old friends, but also as an editing 
tool to learn what people think about my work. It’s fascinating. 


Your work is complex, multi-way, wild and crazy. What's your 
method? How do you get from "good idea" to a finished work of art? 


First I have to say that I live in total chaos due to my inability to 
focus on any one thing. I'm absolutely not organized, I'm not 
meticulous. I can say that I am kind of a randominist (new word) 
on the impulsive side. I imagine that sounds pretty bad, even 
though what I'm trying to get out of what my wife calls my "very 
busy brain," is a multidisciplinary evolution. 


I work from the very large archive of material I have created 
through 40+ years: images from assignments I completed for 
various magazines and newspapers, work I created for clients in 
my commercial studio in Manhattan, old family stories, my 
writing — all of which are stored on my computer. So, my creative 
process begins in front of the computer. The computer allows me 
to work in a nonlinear, non-destructive way. The sky is the limit; I 
can combine any digital document at my will. Heaven. 
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This is Issachar Goldberger 


Since I am totally embedded in digital production, the starting 
point for me is sitting in my studio at my workstation. (I do have 
two computers with three monitors. Next to my keyboards, I have 
a 16-inch Wacom Cintiq 16 tablet, a scanner, and a printer.) There 
are always a few books next to me. I need to read as I work; it 
stimulates me. I am a night person so all of this usually happens at 
night. I do have some random ideas of images running in my head 


that seem to fit with some of the stories I think I'm going to create, 
so I'll go to my archive. I have about 36 terabytes of original data 
material to tap into, my accumulated work of around 40 years. I 
also do use the Internet from time to time if I cannot find the 
proper or the specific image that I feel I need. As I sit in front of 
the first photo that I pick, the image I am conjuring starts to 
evolve. I continue layering other elements, such as additional 
images, drawing, text, etc. This bizarre continuum of activity 
somehow makes sense to me as the story develops. I do need to 
stop at a certain point and say, “Okay, it's time to put a period to 
this visual sentence; it’s perfect, the image is done.” The writing is 
influenced by the images, at least some of the time. Although the 
core of the writing, which is the story, is kind of parallel to the 
process of the image making. 


Your work is challenging, sometimes confrontational. How do 
the critics react? Any noteworthy positives or negatives? 


I have, in fact, experienced a whole range of reactions to my work. 
No reaction is probably the worst response to an artist and his or 
her work. Regardless of the reaction, we can't permit it to 
influence the creative process. I think artists need to be able to 
discern the difference between the two. When some of those 
reactions are extremely negative, I am actually motivated to 
produce more. Negativity can suggest more than one thing. Maybe 
the idea of the piece takes people to places that make them feel 
uncomfortable. From my perspective, that's a good thing. But I try 
to filter out non-productive negativity since it doesn't add value to 
the creative process. Every positive response I’ve ever received is 
like a treat for me. It definitely encourages me to continue to 
create. Some significant responses stick in my memory, like the 
silver medal I received from the PX3 (Prix de la Photographie 
Paris) for my book "Eugene Studio New York City". 


Is there someone to whom you show new work? A trusted 
associate whose advice is worth hearing? 


My wife is my best critic. She reviews my work - writing and 
images — and helps me to make it look better. Her wisdom and 
analytical power is of inestimable value. 


Artists collect influences from everywhere but, sticking to 
photography, who are notable mentors for you? 


When I was a student at the School of Visual Arts, there was a 
photography store not far from the school and not far from where 
I lived, called K&M. The store was owned by an Israeli guy. I used 
to hang out there a lot and we became friends due to the fact that 
we were close in age and were both Israelis. One of the interesting 
things Itzik (aka Peter) did to promote the store was staging 
evenings of book signings. These were like a Who’s Who of 
photographers. He had a list of very close friends through the 
store itself and Itzik developed close relationships with them. 
Robert Frank was at the store a lot. Usually Itzik would take him 
next door to the Russian restaurant for matzo ball soup, so I got to 
sit down with Robert Frank. I can say that I had very interesting 
conversations with so many of them. I believe it had a significant 
impact on me. Some of the notables who passed through K&M 
were Roy De Carava, Bruce Davidson, Don McCullin, Eugene 
Richard, Allen Ginsberg, Joel Peter Witkin, and Tom Burrell. 
Burrell and I were students together and we remained friends 
after we graduated. 


What's next? A new project? Another book? A show scheduled 
or anything else we can help to advertise? 


I do have a few projects underway. I am learning how to use AI 
and incorporate it in to my creative process. It’s an amazing 
endeavor. I lately started to work on some kind of digital 
illustrations and am finding it extremely challenging. Books are 
the format within which I see my work being presented, so I 
always look forward to putting one together. I think the next one 
is going to be short digital stories. 


Is there a place you dream to go or to which you want to 
return? 


All I can dream of is to fly to Uranus to visit my people. 


Links for much more from Yechiam Gal 


Website: https://www.yechiamgalintellectualproperty.com/home 


Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/ygal49 
Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/ygal1949/ 
Email: galx1949 at gmail dot com 


Self published Books 
Requiem https://www.blurb.com/b/11344212 


Enhanced Landscape /https://www.blurb.com/books/9952530- 
enhanced-landscape 


The Holy Scriptures ISBN-13 978-1034996224 
Eugene Studio New York City ISBN-13 978-1714517589 
Legend of the Goldbergers ISBN-13 979-8211824928 
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